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5.		O	gin	ye	were	dead,	gudeman

Andantino	quasi	Allegretto

Hummel
Thomson	25	Additional	Airs,	V	(1826),	248
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A	LOVE	ADVENTURE.
	

FROM	A	MS.	WRITTEN	FOR	THIS	WORK,

By	P.	F.	TYTLER,	Esq.

AIR		–		O	GIN	YE	WERE	DEAD,	GUDEMAN

THE	SYMPHONIES	AND	ACCOMPANIMENTS	BY	HUMMEL	IN	1826.

At	ev’n	when	on	each	heather	bell	
The	diamond	dew-drops	gently	fell,	
And	summer	air	was	balm	and	still,	–	
Beside	her	cottage	on	the	hill	
Fair	Jeanie	sat,	with	rock	in	hand,	
And	spun,	and	sung	her	merry	strain,	
“The	blithest	lad	in	all	the	land	
“Lo’es	me,	and	I	lo’e	him	again.”	
		
Fresh	from	the	town	a	coxcomb	pert,	
Attir’d	by	fashion’s	nicest	art,	
Pass’d	where	the	pretty	maiden	sat,	
And	smirked	and	smil’d,	and	doff ’d	his	hat;	
Then	bow’d,	and	as	he	spoke,	he	sigh’d,	–	
Oh	be	not	you	a	ploughman’s	bride,	
But	fly	with	me,	–	my	chariot’s	near,	–	
You’ ll	shine	in	silk,	and	be	my	dear.	
		
To	Jeanie’s	cheek	the	flush	of	shame,	
And	maiden	pride	and	honour	came;	
But	checking	all	with	pawky	sleight,	
She	said,	we	canna	meet	the	night;	
But	come	the	morn,	and	crack	your	fill,	
When	my	auld	daddy’s	at	the	hill;	
Tap	gently,	and	wi’	little	din,	
I’ ll	lift	the	latch	and	let	you	in.	

Mine	be	a	cot	beside	the	hill;	
A	bee-hive’s	hum	shall	soothe	my	ear;	
A	willowy	brook,	that	turns	a	mill,	
With	many	a	fall	shall	linger	near.	
The	swallow,	oft,	beneath	my	thatch,	
Shall	twitter	from	her	clay-built	nest;	
Oft	shall	the	pilgrim	lift	the	latch,	
And	share	my	meal,	a	welcome	guest.	

But	Jeanie	she	took	special	care,	
That	Jock,	and	Will,	and	twa	three	mair,	
Her	stout	auld	daddy,	and	his	dogs,	
Should	ready	be	to	pu’	his	lugs.	
Whene’er,	said	she,	he’s	on	his	knees	
Clavering	o’	love,	I’ ll	gi’e	a	sneeze,	
Then	bang	the	door,	let	in	the	pack,	
And	hunt	him	weel,	–	nor	spare	his	back.

When	larks	had	sung	their	morning	lay,	
And	rising	dew	refresh’d	the	day,	
Our	city	spark	pursued	his	way,	
Bedeck’d	like	any	popinjay;	
With	powder’d	pate,	and	broider’d	vest,	
And	buckled	bright	each	glossy	shoe,	
He	reach’d	the	cot,	and	whisper’d,	–	hist,	
Hist,	hist,	–	said	Jeanie,	is	it	you?	
		
‘Come	in,	come	in,	there’s	no	a	mouse	
‘To	frighten	you	in	all	the	house;’	–	
“Thy	daddy	and	the	lads	are	ploughing,	
“Then	we,	my	angel,	must	be	wooing,”	
Exclaim’d	the	coxcomb;	–	what	a	crime	
In	lowly	cot,	and	wintry	clime,	
So	sweet	and	fair	a	flower	to	bury,	
Said	Jeanie,	I’m	o’er	young	to	marry.	
		
	

A	WISH.
	

By	SAMUEL	ROGERS,	Esq.

THE	SAME	AIR

Around	my	ivied	porch	shall	spring	
Each	fragrant	flower	that	drinks	the	dew;	
And	Lucy,	at	her	wheel,	shall	sing,	
In	russet	gown	and	apron	blue.	
The	village-church,	among	the	trees,	
Where	first	our	marriage	vows	were	giv’n,	
With	merry	peals	shall	swell	the	breeze,	
And	point	with	taper	spire	to	heav’n.	

		
Marry,	my	love! 	we	canna’	wait,	
We’ ll	leave	all	that	to	time	and	fate,	
Haste,	fly,	and	we	shall	all	arrange,	–	
But,	Sir,	I	fear,–	Oh	fear	no	change,	
I	swear,	–	and	with	expression	sweet	
Full	lowly	knelt	he	at	her	feet: 	
Weel,	weel,	quoth	Jeanie,	now	I’m	pleas’d,	
I’ ll	trust	you,	–	and	the	gipsey	sneez’d! 	
		
Bang	went	the	door,	–	and	all	the	rout	
The	caitiff	seiz’d,	and	turn’d	him	out;	
Men,	women,	weans,	like	ringing	deils,	
And	dogs	that	bark’d	and	bit	his	heels,	
You	hae	my	bairn,	ye	powder’d	brock,	
Her	daddy	cried,	–	tak	that,	said	Jock,	
I’ ll	dust	your	velvet	coat,	my	billy,	
You	touch	my	bonnie	Jeanie,	–	will	ye?

As	loud	the	gath’ring	chorus	rung,	
Away	before	the	pack	he	sprung,	
And	bounding	headlong	o’er	the	brae,	
A	muddy	duck-pool	met	his	way,	
Wherein,	so	great	his	speed	and	fears,	
He	fairly	plump’d	up	to	the	ears! 	
Thus	may	such	base	seducers	ever	
Conclude	their	love	–	and	cool	their	liver.	
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